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his arms round anyone, so badly burnt had he been in that
old affair. The wind rose, talked in the trees, died away
again ; the stillness was greater than ever. He was very
wide awake, and it seemed curious to him that she should
sleep, for, surely, she was asleep—so still. The stars
twinkled, and he gazed up at them. His limbs began to
ache and twitch, and suddenly he realised that she was no
more asleep than he. She slowly turned her head till he
could see her eyes, grave, enticing.
" I'm too heavy," she said, and raised herself; but his
arm restored her.
" Not a bit; so long as you're warm and comfy."
Her head settled in again ; and the vigil was resumed.
They talked a little now, of nothing important, and he
thought: t It's queer—one could live months knowing
people and not know them half so well as we shall know
each other now."
Again a long silence fell; but this time his arm was round
her, it was more comfortable so, for both of them. And
Jon began to have the feeling that it would be inadvisable
for the moon to rise. Had she that feeling too ? He
wondered. But if she had, the moon in its courses paid no
attention. For suddenly he became conscious that it was
there, behind the trees somewhere lurking, a curious kind of
stilly glimmer creeping about the air, along the ground, in
and out of the tree-stems.
" The moon ! " he said. She did not stir, and his heart
beat rather fast. So ! She did not want the moon to rise
any more than he ! And slowly the creeping glimmer
became light, and, between the tree-trunks, stole, invading
their bodies till they were visible. And still they sat,
Tinstirring, as if afraid to break a spell. The moon gained
power and a cold glory, and rose above the trees ; the
wqrld was alive once more. Jon thought, ' Could I kiss

